110                 FEVER,  FAMINE, AND GOLD
For the moment ray hopes soared, but a thorough
search revealed nothing unusual on top of the hill
A careful inspection through my glasses of the floor
of the plain below revealed nothing significant. I
saw no signs of chakras, smoke, roofs of huts, or of
any other signs of habitation. Yet, leaving nothing
to chance, we clambered down. Our reward was
only virgin jungle* There were no signs of any
houses whatever, nor any suggestion that houses
had ever been there. So far as any visible indica-
tions were concerned, we were the first human
beings who had ever visited the spot,
The "town" of the Auca legend was a myth,
There was nothing to be done now but to bow to
the inevitable. Time was getting on, and the rains
were due to break. Now that we had laboriously
clambered down to the base of the cliff, it was easy
to utilise the Nushino, which flowed not far away,
for transportation. Just before sundown we reached
its banks and went into camp.
By 9 a.m, the next day we had constructed
sufficient balsa rafts from trees found near at hand
to serve for our short trip down the river. The rain
of the previous night and early morning helped us
on our journey, for the current had risen just
enough to speed our passage,
One by one the clumsy craft shoved off. Turn-
ing a bend, I came upon John Ohman doing an
adroit trapeze act on an overhanging branch of a
tree under which his raft had run, leaving him sus-